220             AFTER    THESE    MANY    QUESTS
on our typewriters, when a Public Relations offic( and said: "Relax, boys. They've landed." A sile a buzz of excited chatter. It was D-day and E: had issued his first bulletin. We immediately ourselves to the role of forgotten men, knowing newspapers would not want much from Italy wl desperate, critical battles of the Normandy beach-] raging. Personally I was deeply disappointed at there and with heavy heart wrote a cable to t " Good luck and good wishes to all our Seco] team."
Most of the correspondents then abandoned tl to an orgy of sightseeing.  The accommodation pro solved by taking over the Hotel de la Ville at the 1 Via Sistina, close by the Pincio Gardens and the Spagna.  My room on the top floor commanded a vi spires, domes and squares which is printed on my for a lifetime—a picture of serene nobility.   Our ii surroundings were steeped in history and legend. T] where an officers' club was started, were once the g Lucullus where Messalina, wife of Claudius, fed Two minutes away, down the Spanish Steps, was where Keats died.
At first, the British and American reporters livec at the de la Ville in reasonable amity, but eve judicial separation was arranged. This was chiefly because of the abominable American practice c treacle, pancakes, peanut butter and bacon all on plate at the same time.
Pope   Pius  XII and  the Vatican  were  the  ir centre-pieces of Roman life; untouched by war am bigoted, perhaps, but free from sordid passion.   r. bronzed doors of the Vatican  Palace,  guarded halberdiers in their gorgeous medieval uniforms, v open to the allied troops.   Soldiers of many nai clattered, in heavy army boots and battle-stained down the marble corridors of the world's most be treasure-house.
These  men from Minneapolis or Warsaw,  Lai Jamnagar, Marseilles or Morocco had recently b city precincts. They had kept scrupulously to their promise to treat Rome as an open city.
